Copperheld and young Newcome and ljeter Stirling were the imaginary heroes to us. (There were also the majestic and poetic figures in Tennyson's treasure house of fine men: " The Idylls of the King." Of these books it was hard to tell mother even the story. She would listen uncomprehendingly while I enthusiastically described a tournament to her. But the death of Little Nell brought a moisture to her eyes. She understood the human problems and sorrows.
Sometimes on coming home mother would enter the door into the house with me. I found that she had been away upon an important mission; she had been "collecting" for a motherless bride, a girl often not much older than were we at high school. Mothej would collect that dowry without which a Vide would feel dishonoured in coming to her [105]enjoy it? " No day was too hot for her to spend at the ironing board; no [102]
